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TO 
VERONICA 


^^HITE  foliage  of  the  froSly  fern 

Had  crept  across  the  window-pane. 


As  if  to  shut  within  herself 
The  girl  who  Strove  in  vain 
To  peer  into  the  Street  without 

And  see  the  pale  moon-shadows  go 

(Like  nuns  awaked  to  midnight  prayer) 

Silently  across  the  snow. 

All  white  without,  within  all  white. 

The  chamber  of  the  dreaming  maid. 

In  the  silent  cell  of  night 

Lonely  and  afraid. 

Until  her  mother  left  her  room 

Pride  held  her  tears  le§l  they  should  fall. 

But  when  her  footsteps  died  away 

She  longed  to  call. 

But  checked  the  impulse  as  it  came, 

And  on  her  bed 


Sank  down,  and  bowed  her  head, 
While  to  herself  she  said : 

"My  lonely  heart  carries  the  weight  of  the  world. 
My  little  bark  is  adrift  on  a  shoreless  sea, 
My  cold  lips  whisper,  'I  am  afraid,  afraid.' 

My  cold  lips  whisper,  'I  am  afraid,  afraid.' 

Oh!  I  am  loSl!  hither  and  thither  whirled 

By  a  pitiless  wind  that  buffets  and  Strangles  me. 

My  cold  lips  whisper,  'I  am  afraid,  afraid.' 

My  little  bark  is  adrift  on  a  shoreless  sea, 

My  lonely  heart  carries  the  weight  of  the  world." 

Slowly,  with  fingers  Stiff  and  cold, 
She  loosed  the  girdle  of  her  gown. 
A  sudden  gleam  across  the  glass 
Told  that  the  moon  undid  her  cloak. 
Her  white  and  cloudy  cloak  that  hid 
The  pure  white  of  her  breaSl; 
While  in  the  convent  tower  beyond 
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The  white  roofs  of  the  town 

A  silver  bell  spoke, 

And  in  her  heart  awoke 

A  longing  vague,  irresolute, 

A  memory  deep  and  passionate 

Of  one,  a  siSler  and  a  friend, 

Who  now  upon  the  midnight  bell, 

Safe  behind  the  convent  gate. 

Rose  from  her  pallet  bed  to  pray. 

"Oh  had  I  chosen  the  narrower  way 

My  peaceful  path  had  been  the  same! 

I  saw  your  fir§t  noviciate, 

I  think,  indeed,  I  see  you  §lill 

Where  all  in  white  you  Stand, 

God's  chosen  bride. 

Who  sought  Life's  highest  prize. 

The  world  denied. 

And  met  with  candid  eyes 

The  Messenger  who  came 

With  lilies  in  his  hand. 

And  his  feet  shod  with  flame. 


But  for  the  fear  my  love  would  fail 
I  too  had  taken  that  other  veil 
And  kept  so  many  tender  things 
That  now  are  but  a  whir  of  wings. 
But  there  was  nought  I  feared  to  lose. 
And  when  at  night  we  gathered  close. 
Two  white  girls  in  one  white  room. 
Our  talk  was  all  of  love  to  come. 
And  fear  that  it  might  come  too  late. 
As  one  by  one  we  asked  our  Fate: 

How  will  Love  come  to  me. 
Proudly  across  the  sea. 
Splendid  in  vidory? 

A  whisper  in  the  air. 
Silent  foot  on  the  §lair. 
None  knowing  love  is  there? 

Gold-garmented  at  noon? 
Silver,  beneath  the  moon? 
Will  it  come  late  or  soon? 
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Stealthily,  silently? 
Proudly  across  the  sea? 
How  will  Love  come  to  me? 

How  did  Love  come  to  me? 

There  was  a  vale  in  Arcady, 

I  played  with  my  companion  there, 

As  gay  as  Spring,  as  wild  as  air. 

We  ran  our  races  on  the  green. 

And  by  the  river  closed  between 

High  mossy  banks,  the  Summer  day, 

We  laughed  the  hours  away. 

Bathing  our  pale  limbs  in  the  Stream; 

And  then  through  dusky  woodlands  Strayed 

Among  the  shadows,  unafraid. 

So  did  my  girlhood  seem 

A  white-companioned  dream 

Till  I  was  left  alone, 

Ghostly  comrade  gone. 

Like  the  uncoursed  hind  I  lay  one  morn. 
That  never  heard  the  hunter's  horn, 
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Till  suddenly,  across  the  range. 
Sounded  a  music  sweet  and  Strange, 
That  rang  so  wild  beyond  the  wood, 
It  sent  quick  pulsing  through  the  blood 
A  joyous  terror;  up  I  sprang 
To  fly— the  music  nearer  rang; 
Swiftly  through  the  valley  fled. 
Wild  horns  ringing  in  my  head. 

Still  the  clamour  nearer  came. 

It  leaped  from  tree  to  tree  like  flame— 

A  forest  flame  that  lapped  me  round. 

And  seemed  to  scorch  my  limbs  with  sound. 

Oh!  the  breathless,  headlong  flight. 

Mingled  anguish  and  delight. 

While  the  music,  yet  more  fleet. 

Clamoured  at  my  very  feet, 

Till  as  in  a  dream  I  knew 

In  my  heart  the  trumpet  blew." 

She  knew  not  now  whether  it  was  the  horn 
That  faded  o'er  the  shoulder  of  the  hill, 
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Thin  in  the  upland  air. 

Or  whether  she 

Had  lo§l  the  power  to  hear,  but  verily 

The  air  was  §lill. 

Silence,  opaque,  forlorn, 

Settled  upon  the  wood,  and  in  her  heart 

Even  the  echo  died. 

Music  had  fallen,  and  a  fall  of  leaves 

Each  hollow  filled. 

Muffled  the  H§lening  ground. 

Making  it  blind  to  sound; 

Even  the  tinkle  of  the  Stream  was  chilled. 

And  every  tree  was  bare. 

Then  when  the  leaves  had  fallen,  fell 

Upon  the  lawns  below. 

The  gho§ts  of  leaves. 

Snow, 

White,  unceasing,  slow. 

So,  in  an  image  of  her  brain. 

She  traced  the  coming  of  her  love  again. 

And  peering  through  the  window  saw 
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Unbroken  white,  without  a  flaw, 

That  blended  with  the  Winter  of  her  dream, 

The  woodland  dream  that  seemed 

Like  curtains  drawn  apart 

That  showed  between 

A  sharp  and  unimagined  scene 

As  white  and  real  as  death. 

So  that  with  painful  breath 

She  asked  her  fainting  heart, 

"Came  ever  Love  to  me?" 

And  suddenly, 
Clear  in  the  froSly  air. 
The  cloister  bell 
Called  to  prayer! 

No  more  afraid, 
Upon  her  knees  she  fell. 
Bowed  her  head 
And  prayed: 

"Mother  and  Maid!  I  am  and  I  shall  be 
What  Thou  art  always,  Thou  sweet  MySlery! 
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Losing  one  half  myself  to  find  the  other, 
Help  me  in  both,  O  blessed  Maid  and  Mother! 

Wash  my  heart  clean  from  every  spot  and  Slain, 
Make  me  attuned  to  joy  and  apt  for  pain. 
Meet  to  receive,  as  every  woman  can, 
The  living  spirit  of  the  Son  of  Man. 

O  Rosa  MySlica,  unfading  flower, 
O  Tower  of  David,  guard  me  in  mine  hour, 
O  House  of  Gold,  give  me  thy  mafter-key, 
O  Morning  Star,  lighten  and  comfort  me!" 
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II 


LUGGARD  sun  arise! 
Redly  gleaming  through  the  maze 
Of  tangled  branches,  on  the  roof-tops 
Redly  gleaming. 


Through  the  froSly  air 

Shoot  thy  horizontal  rays; 

Gild  the  windows,  show  the  pavements 

All  of  silver. 

Ca§t  thy  clouds  away! 
All  night  long  the  silent  snowflakes 
Have  been  falling,  leaving  now  the 
Air  Uke  crystal. 


Like  the  treble  bell 

In  an  airy  belfry  ringing. 

Ring  the  spades  of  men  who  shovel 

Snow  from  doorways. 
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Come  and  wake  the  Bride! 
Find  her  on  her  snowy  pillow. 
White  in  the  cold  rays  of  morning. 
Calmly  sleeping. 

The  white  girl  rises  from  her  bed 
As  one  who  rises  from  the  dead. 
And  hardly  yet  di§linguisheth 
Sleep  from  waking,  life  from  death. 
Which  is  night  and  which  is  day 
Thus  divided?  Who  shall  say 
Whether  those  about  her  come 
From  this  or  that  side  of  the  tomb? 
Other  hands  must  tend  her  now. 
Other  wills  mu§t  now  prevail, 
And  fallen  gently  on  her  brow 
A  cere-cloth,  or  a  bridal  veil. 

Now  for  the  bride's  adorning 
Bring  taflfeta  and  tulle; 
As  if  some  spider,  out  of  time, 
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When  leaves  are  dead. 

And  flies  are  few, 

And  trees  are  white  with  rime. 

From  unexhausted  spool 

Should  spin  for  pleasure  what  she  spun 

For  profit  under  summer  sun, 

And  grace  the  wintry  morning 

With  web  o'erlaid  with  froSl 

Instead 

Of  dew, 

Nor  count  her  labour  loSl 

Till,  taut  across  the  brittle  air, 

A  woof  and  warp  of  gossamer 

Should  Stretch  from  bough  to  bough, 

Against  the  whiter  snow. 


Solid  and  transparent  white. 
Contrasted  make  each  other  seem 
As  pure  and  virginal  and  bright 
As  snow  upon  an  icy  Stream. 
Well  might  the  dreaming  eye  recall, 

19 


Fixed  on  the  flounces  of  her  gown, 
A  moon-enchanted  waterfall. 
Frozen  as  it  hurtled  down. 
The  veil  that  floats  about  her  brow 
Is  like  the  milky  mi§t  that  creeps 
Over  meadows  pale  with  snow. 
When  high  in  air  the  cold  moon  sleeps. 
Her  bosom  only  is  not  snow; 
But  like  the  down  upon  the  breaSl 
Of  swans  that  on  the  river  re§l. 
Moving,  as  the  waters  flow. 
With  motion  imperceptible. 
So  her  bodice  rose  and  fell 
As  though  her  life-blood  hardly  Stirred. 
Footsteps  hurrying  to  and  fro 
She  scarcely  heard. 
The  thud  of  hooves  upon  the  snow. 
The  clank  of  Steel  againSt  a  Stone, 
Seem  far  away,  nor  does  she  know 
The  human  faces  by  her  side, 
Which  like  dim  shadows  come  and  go- 
Are  gone 

20 


And  she  is  left  alone, 

The  marble  image  of  a  Bride. 

Motion  alone  remains,  the  flow 

Of  some  interior  current  deep 

Within  her  bosom,  underground. 

Or  covered  with  a  cloak  of  froSl. 

Her  eyes  are  sightless  as  in  sleep. 

Her  ears  receptive  to  no  sound. 

Her  spirit  like  a  snowflake  tossed. 

Before  it  falls  upon  the  heap, 

A  speck  of  white  in  whiteness  lo§l. 

White  is  all  the  world  around, 

A  whirling  whiteness  onward  borne 

By  winds  that  blow  she  knows  not  whence. 

And  carry  her,  a  thing  forlorn. 

Bereft  of  every  vital  sense. 

Through  the  dumb  and  blinded  air. 

Helplessly,  she  knows  not  where. 

A  fancy  filled  her  heart  with  dread: 
That  everything  had  lofl  its  hue. 
The  new-turned  earth  no  longer  red, 
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The  cloudless  sky  no  longer  blue; 
All  colour  from  her  cheek  had  fled. 
And  left  the  whole  world  bloodless  too. 
Gold  had  lo§t  its  yellow  glow. 
And  changed  to  silver  as  she  gazed. 
Two  opals  on  her  finger  show 
White  ashes  where  anon  they  blazed 
With  hidden  fire;  she  sees,  amazed. 
Her  white  gown  ever  whiter  grow. 
The  pearls,  upon  her  bosom  set, 
Grow  paler  yet. 

The  diamonds  on  her  fingers  chill 
Are  colder  Still. 

Diamonds  and  pearls  exhauSl  the  range 
Of  all  the  colour-scale  of  change; 
Or  clear  like  ice,  or  white  Uke  snow, 
Is  all  the  human  eye  can  know. 


But  voices  came  to  her  again. 
The  whirHng  wind  no  longer  blew. 
And  slowly,  Uke  a  creeping  pain, 
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Flowed  back  a  world  she  almo§l  knew. 
Before  her  Stretched  a  wide  and  reStless  sea- 
Each  wave  a  head.  The  blood  sang  in  her  ears, 
A  blood-red  mi§t  lay  thick  behind  her  eyes 
So  that  the  sea  seemed  crimson.  The  Red  Sea! 
And  as  she  paused  in  terror  on  the  brink, 
"Come,"  said  a  friendly  voice,  and  while  he  spoke 
The  sea  divided,  rose  on  either  side 
Flecked  with  white  faces;  in  the  middle  lay 
A  smooth  red  path,  solid  and  firm  to  tread. 
Between  the  banked-up  floods.  With  haSty  §tep 
She  would  have  run  along  the  narrow  track 
Save  that  a  Stronger  arm  restrained  her  flight. 
And,  lifting  up  her  eyes,  she  saw,  half  blind, 
Beyond  the  sea,  a  fiery  pillar  Stand 
That  dwindled,  as  she  watched,  to  candle-flames 
Set  on  an  altar  at  the  church's  end. 
The  candle-flames  grew  nearer,  and  at  laSt 
She  reached  the  marble  Steps,  and  fainting.  Stayed. 
An  aeon  passed, 
'Twas  dark  within. 
Infinite  blackness  all  around, 
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And  out  of  it  a  voice  that  cried: 
"To  have  and  to  hold. 
From  this  time  forth. 
In  sickness  and  in  health. 
Till  Death  us  do  part. 
Till 
Death 
Us 
Do 
Part." 

Her  breath  was  gone,  her  fingers  cold, 
The  lover's  touch  could  hardly  feel; 
And  on  her  hand  a  ring  of  gold 
And  round  her  heart  a  hoop  of  Steel. 

Then  down  the  aisle  like  ship  in  sail; 
While  in  a  cloud  above  her  head 
And  from  the  ground  beneath  her  feet 
The  organ  burSl  into  a  hymn  of  joy, 
A  Storm  of  triumph,  and  beyond. 
Far  off,  remote,  in  highest  heaven, 
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The  tongue  of  bells  was  loosed  in  song: 
"Be  happy  now,  be  gay,  be  proud; 
Be  glad,  be  glad,"  they  cried  aloud. 
"Rejoice,  rejoice,"  she  heard  them  say, 
"For  someone  else's  wedding  day!" 
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Ill 

^^HITE  as  her  gown  she  waited  for  her  lord. 

Calm  as  an  Indian  widow  on  her  pyre, 

Quiet  as  death. 

Or  life  in  bud. 

Before  it  breaks 
A  point,  a  sword 

Of  scarlet  blossom  tipped  with  fire. 
Then  aches  her  heart. 
And  chill 
Her  blood 
As  ice, 

And  almost  Still 
The  rhythm  of  her  breath. 
Calm,  quiet  and  Still  as  for  a  sacrifice. 


And  when  he  came. 
Immobile  yet,  the  same. 
She  Stood,  and  closed  her  eyes. 
And  he.  Struck  with  surprise, 
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Stayed  too,  his  eager  gaze 

Awed  into  wonder,  and  his  quick  desire 

Chastened  to  worship. 

And  like  that  cunning  Greek  artificer 

Who  framed  a  Statue  to  his  secret  will. 

Hewn  out  of  pureSl  marble,  flawless,  fair, 

He  prayed  to  Aphrodite,  though  no  sound. 

Save  the  quick  breath,  came  through  his  parted  lips: 

"O  Goddess,  hear! 

This  is  the  image  of  my  own  desire, 

The  form  that  I  have  fashioned  in  my  heart, 

Carven  it  slowly  through  the  weary  days, 

Till  now  it  Stands  before  me. 

Goddess,  hear! 

The  night  is  come. 

This  is  the  hour 

For  love  to  flower! 

Appear!  appear! 

Through  the  dark. 

On  silent  wing. 

Thy  Strong  enchantment  bring. 

Thy  life  divine 
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Impart, 

Le§l  all  my  dreams  be  vain. 
Here  is  the  altar,  lend  the  spark! 
Here  is  the  vessel,  bring  the  wine! 
Here  is  the  bosom,  fire  the  heart!" 

Then  on  his  lips  was  laid 

A  touch  ineflfable. 

He  saw  the  image  move. 

The  curtain  Stirred,  the  air 

Grew  faint  with  perfume 

And  he  knew 

The  Goddess  heard  his  prayer. 

With  a  new  hope  he  gazed  upon  his  love. 

And  lo!  a  miracle,  the  Stainless  snow 

Flushed,  like  a  mountain  top  with  rosy  light— 

The  sun,  new  risen,  of  her  own  desire! 

Reflefted  flame,  Strange  and  ethereal, 

Caught  first  her  marble  cheeks  and  Stained  them  red, 

Then  downward,  downward  Still.  Those  icy  slopes. 

Those  carven  shoulders,  alabaster  breaSls 
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Were  touched  and  quickened,  melted  into  flesh. 
Till  the  whole  §latue  trembled.  While  he  gazed 
The  change  was  consummated,  and  her  head 
Bent  downwards,  and  the  live  depths  of  her  eyes 
Gazed  with  all  understanding  into  his. 

Then  a  great  trumpet  called  aloud  from  heaven 

And  all  the  sky  was  music.  From  the  height 

A  thousand  angels  shot  like  falling  Stars 

In  mingled,  wild,  tumultuous  ecstasy. 

The  cloudy  cliffs  were  melted  and  dissolved 

In  waterfalls  of  sound. 

Heaven's  single  light 

Was  prismed  to  a  rainbow 

That  spanned  the  aching  sky. 

Then  re-including  in  itself 
Each  fragmentary  hue. 
Before  the  eye  could  tire. 
Before  the  heart  could  beat. 
It  grew  a  single  light  again, 
A  pure  and  perfed  white  again, 
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But  changed  and  blent  anew. 
From  white  of  cold  to  white  of  heat, 
From  white  of  snow  to  white  of  fire. 

And  Sleep,  the  Mother  of  us  all. 

From  whose  eternal  womb  we  came. 

Took  her  two  children  back  into  herself. 

And  checked  the  rhythm  of  their  breath. 

And  Stilled  the  motion  of  their  blood. 

And  made  their  two  hearts  beat  in  time  with  hers- 

A  languorous  beat,  an  endless  rise  and  fall. 

Slow  as  the  tides,  slow  as  the  seasons'  change. 

So  hand  in  hand  and  heart  to  heart  they  lay. 

In  room  and  Street 

All  was  Still, 

Silent  and  warm  within. 

Silent  and  cold  without. 

And  high  o'er  froSled  roof. 
Remote,  aloof. 
The  moon  undid  her  cloak. 
Her  cloudy  cloak  that  hid 
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The  pure  white  of  her  brea§l. 

And  in  the  convent  near 

A  silver  bell  spoke. 

The  white  nuns  woke. 

Arose  from  re§l 

With  hands  on  bosom  pressed, 

And  through  the  chapel  archway  one  by  one, 

GhoSlly,  impalpable, 

Fluttered  like  snowflakes  and  were  gone; 

Each  with  ecstatic  face. 

In  her  appointed  place. 

To  kneel,  and  pray,  and  wait; 

To  bow  the  head  before 

God's  Presence,  and  adore 

The  Perfed  Bridegroom  without  spot  or  §lain; 

To  be  made  pure  again. 

Like  Him,  Immaculate, 

And  in  the  cold  midnight 

Feed  on  Love's  wafer  white. 
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